BELISARIUS                                                   ACT i

SERGIUS.                              Risk!   You swore to me

There was no risk.   Did you not swear, Marcellus,
No one would lift a finger on behalf
Of old Justinian ?

MARCELLUS.                    No more they will,

But, since we've fixed on Justin as his heir,
There may be blows if any relative,
Nephew, or cousin, tries to force his claim
Against our candidate.

SERGIUS.                               You kept that dark;

And I've no fancy for the usual fate
Of who conspire and fail.

MARCELLUS.                               Forget it, then,

As being a matter barely possible.
But who comes here ?

Enter ANASTASIUS.

SERGIUS.                            Anastasius,

A nephew, cousin, grandson, what you will,
Of the late Empress.

MARCELLUS.                         He's a likely bird;

Little beholden to the Emperor,

SERGIUS. Speak to him, then, but carefully at first.
MARCELLUS. Good-morning, Anastasius.
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